KALEIDOSCOPE  ONE

though she wanted me to turn away from my con-
templation. "It's an old story between him and me.
Doesn't date from yesterday!" She bared her teeth like
a vixen ready to bite, and snarled: "You just listen to
what I tell you, old fox. I'd rather fling myself into the
sea than go with you. Got it?"

Again the sally was applauded by shouts of laughter
from behind the bar. The pleasantry seemed to be a
joy which was daily renewed. Then a horrible thing
happened. The younger wench put her arms round the
man in simulated affection and caressed him tenderly.
He winced under her touch, and glanced at me, anxious
and cringing. At the same moment the woman next me
threw off her inertia as if she had just awakened from
profound sleep, and her countenance was so contorted
with malevolence, her hands trembled so violently, that
I could bear the scene no longer. Throwing some coins
upon the table, I rose to go. But she detained me,
saying:

"If he's bothering you, I'll chuck him out, the
swine. He's jolly well got to do what he's told. Come,
let's drink another glass together."

She pressed up against me with assumed ardour, and I
knew at once that she was playing a game in order to
torment the man, for she kept on glancing in his direc-
tion out of the corner of her eyes. Disgust filled me when
I saw how, with every endearment she lavished upon
me, the poor wretch shrank together as if branded with a
red-hot iron. I could not take my eyes off him, and I
shivered when it became evident what a storm of rage,
jealousy, and desire was brewing within him. Yet,
every time the girl looked towards him, he ducked his
head in fear. She sidled closer, and I could feel her
body quivering with pleasure as she pursued her wicked
game. The scent of cheap powder and unwashed skin
was sickening, and in order to keep her at a distance I

142